RECOLLECTIONS  OF A PLAYER
My father and Alexander had been boys together, and, as fellow-apprentices, had "served their time " in Glasgow, and were close companions. They had also entered the theatrical profession in the same year. Alexander prospered; my father did not. We were getting on so badly in England, and our prospects were so dark, that a letter was at last sent to Scotland, applying to Alexander for an engagement. His reply was awaited with anxiety, as my father had made us understand that Alexander and himself had been comrades, having even stood together at the theater doors, begging pass-out checks, in order to get a glimpse of the much-desired play. Later they had belonged to the same amateur club. My father was sure, therefore, that his old friend would be glad to engage both my mother and himself. My mother felt that, as Alexander was a great man now, he might have forgotten his boy friend, and therefore she was not so sanguine. Poor mother generally looked on the dark side of things, while my father was extravagantly optimistic. 11 of them." 10ly three nights a week, it was far from being an uncomfor-* * '                                  table sort of life. On the non-play nights
